It's not only a zephyr  blowing from blossoming
Jasmine creepers
And tender tangles of moonlight alighting from the
maiden moon
But also  a hurricane rushing from the wild Asian
Waters
And a scathing heat descending from ths blazing sun
in June.
Life is not a song of love and joy or a poem of pleasure
It's  more a psaim of duty,  a tale of terror and plunder
A poet though revels in clouds is basically human
And cannot but peep often and weep for his grieved
fellowmen.
The poet from the life around him selects the subject
"Boils, distils and then mixes his heart and intellect
And thus turns the dry thing into luring images, visions
and dreams
Like the moon that sublimates the scorching sunrays
into pleasant beams.
He who round his neck coils hissing serpents dark
Can only arrest the crescent and the Ganges in his
locks
He who from his odd eye emits the wildest spark
Can only swallow  cHaUhala' to guard his herds and
flocks.
Greek 'Poefiv'or Roman *vates' is none other than the
poet
It means the maker, the creator, the seer and the
prophet
They must have coined the word with  a  sagacious
suggestion
That all poetry is the gospel art of .persuaiion.
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